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Right HONOURABLE 


The Lord Viſcount 


KILL MORE. 


hruonzr, Chief of long ennobled 
at Blood! 


Young, and yet wiſe! and, tho' a Gallant, 
Good ! 
-&'4þ Laft, 


% 


DEDICATION. 


| | Laſt, but not leaſt of Patrons to a Bard, H 

| | Who never baſely buckled for Reward ; T 

| Never to Fools or Knaves inglorious bow'd, T 
Flatter'd the Vulgar Great, nor coax'd the 

the abject Crowd. In 


. 


To ſuch a Bard, diſtinguiſhably odd ! A 


_ O07 bn ooo 2 — — — — * 
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Permiſſion grant to deviate from the Mode- | 
Let your lov'd M1TCHELL offer you his Lays, B. 
Unſtain'd by venal, proftituted, Praiſe, 

He, 


DEDICATION: 


He highly favour'd, but preſumes to bring 

The Strains Yourſelf inſpird his Muſe to ſing; 

Thoughts on an humble Theme, in Verſe 
he unchim'd, 

By your own Influence happily cublimy'd! 

So PHILIPS ſung : Your Poet eyes his Muſe, 


4 


As diſtant, He, great M:iLToON's Track purſues, 
No trivial Tak to keep fach Worth in View: | 


„ But great, indeed, to be indulg'd by Tow! 


- Whoſe 


DEDICATION./ 


'Whpſe Marn of Lite, like other s Noon, appears}: 


Mature in Glory, while but green in Years ! 
Improve the Age's Wonder and Delight : 1 


hut can a human Mind be more divinely 


2 {| - . . | 
C || In vain, my Lord, in foreign Courts you 

5 | | 

f ä Ke 

þ roam 

\ 
| You carried greater Excellence from Home. 

{ 

In your Deportment, we behold, at once, 

P 


The boaſted Charms of IT4LY and FRANCE. 


| Places 


DEDICATION. 


Plates and Things, unſeen, you may explore, 


| But learn no Virtues ſtrange to you before 


No nobler Manners, no politer Turnt- 
Nothing that more KIIIMOREV can adorm. 
O may your Life be Heaven's peculiar Care, 


And, for Bxrranyrd's fake, her Hips and 


Glory ſpare L e it | WI 
While, doom'd to narrow Bounds, and 


LY 4 


humble State, an en 


In rain your Fvet tries to temper Fate: 


Capri- 


DEDICATION. I 


Capricious Fortune down his Genius weighs, 


| But STAIR and WALPOLE promiſe better Days.) 


# And feeds his Muſe with unſubſtzncial Praiſe, 


Buy Them, that fickle Goddeſs fix d, may yet 
F Smile on his Labours, and enrich his Wit. 


The Time approaches, I the Day foreſee, 


j 
q When MITCHELL worth ten thouſand Pounds 
'F | 
1 | 
1 1hall be! wid 
1 
In Coach and Chariot, loll away his Cares! 
; Nor need a Cobler - - but for Flanders Mares! % 
'q 
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R EA DE RS 


= d HE 83 4 this Poem was : 


real. In July 1723, the Au- 
thor of it had the Misfortune to 
break the Heel off of one of his Shoes, 


as he climb'd over an opponent Style, in 


* 4 V. he 
N : N t — 
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Shoe was doctor'd by one KILLINGS. 


the Poet was indulging his Genius in the | 


i The BOOKSELLER 


the Neighbourhood of Iyxx, a pleaſant 


Village in BUCKINGHAMSHIRE : On his 


Return to his Patron's Reſidence (which 


at that Time happen to be There) the 


woRTH, Cobler in ordinary to the Coun- 


try People. While the Cobler 'was at 


work with his Am and Hempen Threads, 


following Rhapſody. The Subject and 


Circumſtance of this Piece, being un- 


touchd by both antient and modern 


Bards, 


10 le RE A DER m 


Bards, it may be called an or gina. 
Notwithſtanding, the Author modeſtly 
owns, he had PRILIxs's Splendid Shilling 


in his View. Though Mrrov is the 
5" WChicf of Engh/b Poets, who has ſhook off 
che ſervile Yoke' of Rhimie'; and may 


t ¶ therefore be accounted the great Pattern, 


5 4% * 1.7 | RE. © 

' which our TRays, BuckLys, NEW= 
© Ecomss, Tromsows, &c. labour to imi- 
4 


I 


tate in ſerious and ſublime Poeſy ; yet 
Mr. Jonx Phil rrs is the moſt conſi- 


a 2 derable 


iv The BOOKSELLER 


derable of Thoſe, who have attempted 


as 


ro add Importance and Dignity' to ſmall 


and trifling Subjects. Kin Go, Cons, il « 


Gar, and the like, who have endeavour 


red to hit the ſolemn Burleſque, and to 
raiſe great Images upon trifling Occa- iſ : 
ſions, appear but diſtant Imitators of 


his Art. It muſt be own'd, that to 


raiſe Flowers and Fruits on a barren 


Soil, requires a maſterly Skill: Every 


Poet is not equal to ſuch an ardous 


Task. 


to the READERS wv 


Task. One may deſcribe the Seaſons, 
and Sing of Heroes, not amiſs, who yet 
cou'd not make any Thing of a Shilling, 
or 4 Shoe-Heel. Had BoiLEAU never 
ſung the LuTRIN, Por: a Lock of Hair, 
and GARTH the Diſpenſary, perhaps the k 
World had never beſtow'd on them that 

Applauſe, which they are now deſervedly 

poſſeſſed of. Ima e and Invention 
are the Soul of Poetry; and ſcanty Sub- 
jects are the beſt Touchſtones of Genius 


and 
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vi The BOOKSELLER 


and Inſpiration. Our Author neither 
affects much Fame, nor thinks he de- 


ſerves it: But 1 have heard him ſay, 
(and I think he was in the Right) that, 
this Piece hath more Beauties in it, 
than every Reader can diſcern; and me- 


rits more Praiſe, than moſt Cxitieſs will 


beftow. One Thing I (for all I am but 


a Bookſeller) will affirm, is, that as He 
ſings but plain Fact, He is ide indbbe- 
ed to Poetick Licence; and, if HoMER, 


MARo, 


4 1 . — * we 5 — 


10 ile READBRS, vii 


Mako, and MIL rox, were ſtripp d of 
their ornamental Fiftions and Prohabilis 
tics, and reſtricted to abſolute Truth and 
Simplicity, perhaps ACHILLES, @NEAs, 


and LuciFER, would make as indiffe- 

rent a Figure in their Epick, as Kit 
i . . 

L1NGSWORTH does in our Mitchellian 


Lays. 


But, be theſe Things 25 they may, 
if you, Readers, like this piece, and J find 


it 


vin Th? BOOKSELLER, c. 


it takes well, we ſhall be all well plea- 


4 * Ted: Ye wi Il be agregable entertained, 
4 . 3 | 
4 the Author receive additional Fame, and 


I find good Buſineſs. 
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l | l LL fare the Miſcreant, w ho, to Miſcluef 
— | 5 (Prone, 3 ent 


In fatal Hour, by Star malignant rubd, 
The whole World's Crimes appropriating, firſt, g 

Invented Styles, dire Structures! to oppoſe 5 
And break the peaceful Courſe of Paſſengers 


B In 


2 The SHOE-HEEI: 


In rural Fields. The Wretch, by Heav'n abandon'd, 


Had ſtudied long, and try'd ten thouſand Sins 


Of blackeſt Dye, ere this curs'd Art was found, 


To thoughtful Men eternally a Plague. 

"0 This, whilom wandering by fair Toer*s Stream, 
| Acroſs the Meads, unwary, I experienc'd ; 

| . For, (wonderful to tell!) as ſtradling oer 


A Log, that high above its Fellows rais'd 


J So MRS eg TM ME JG. 


Its Head inglorious, ſudden flipp'd my Foot, 


And, from my Shoe, its Heel attendant forc'd, 


/ 
; Deplorable! A Step of Danger full! Y 


& So had ir prov to my important Limbs, 
But that they're ſacred, as my Muſe, inſpir d 
What 


A Rhapſody. - 3 


With Thoughts of Virtue, and KiLL1MoREY's Houſe, 
Bleſs'd Houſe! where Plenty and Content abound. 
And He, young Peer, the Shame of hoary Years, 
And Standard of Nobility, vouchſafes 
Friendſhip to Bards. O may he ever live 

His Country's Bleſſing, and its Boaſt renown'd ! 
This be my Morning and my Evening Prayer. 
Of him, moſt grateful Theme! my Thoughts were 

11 | 

As from the Scyle, aſtonied, erſt I fell, | 
Yet roſe unhurt -- - Such was the Care of Heav'n! 


'' 
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4 The Sfozk-HEEL: 


So to be ſav'd, I'll ever have ſuch Thoughts, 


And to KiLLMoREy conſecrate the Muſe. 


Had Vice employ'd my Mind, or any Theme 
Leſs worthy than that Peer, of Parts egregious! 
My Neck itſelf, in Twain disjoin'd, had then 
Vented laſt Breath. Terrifick Thought! Alone, 
And unaſliſted, had I left the Stage, 

Stripp*d of my mortal e mtu 
And, on the Banks of Rev chrytint Sinn, 
My Ghoſt had murmur'd with the rolling Tide, 


Inceſſant! diſmal Conſort to my Friends, 


Shou'd any Friends my Funeral ſurvive 
Thou 


u 


A Rhapſodſ. 


Thou, STUART, Friend ſelect, wou dſt then have ] 
wept | 

O'er my benighted Corps; and ſeen it laid, 
With due Decorum, in a ſolemn Vault, 
From Eyes and Hands, unhallowed, far apart. 
Near fair STUARTA, too ſoon faded Flow?r, 
Siſter of Muxxav's Earl, Great Srotran __ * 
In Church of Iver, conſecrated Ground, 
My ſtranger Clay might decently have lain, 
Pacifick, till the dreadful Trumpet's Sound 
Summon the Dead to Judgment, Great Aſſie! 


To Sons of Men eternally momentou s 


6 The SHOE-HEEL: 


Mean while, KLEMORIZT, generous Lord, had 


deign*d 
To wait my Hearſe, and ſee due Honours paid 9 a 
To Bard, late low d. Nor had ſt ev 'n Thou, MaxIA, s 
Pattern of Virtue and refin'd Behaviour, 4 ; 
Deny?d thy condeſcending Grace. Perhaps | 


Thy Female Offipring, heavenly Fair! had join'd 


— 


Maternal Pity; and vouchſaf'd, lamenting, 
To ſay of me, He dy*d, alas, too ſoon, 
And merited a better Fate.” Sweet Words 
From Lips more Sweet! ſo to be prais*d and mourn d, 
What Poet would not die? bleſs'd Elegy, 


Inſpir'd by Excellence ſo near Divine Let 


A Rhapſody. 7 


Yet ſtop, my Fancy - the Idea pains: 
Tis better far, that I the Danger "(cap'd, * 
Exulting: Ev'n my Ancle is unſprain'd! 
Only like a lame Traveller, oer the Fields, 
Darkling, I hopp'd. So Mur.cistx, of Old, 
(As Homss, Sire of Verſe, majeſtick, ſings) 
Limp'd as he walk'd; for thrown by STM Fove, 
Sheer o'er the chryſtal Battlements of Heav'n 
A Summer's Day he fell, and in the Fall 
Batter d his Skull and Heel on Lemnias Ground. 


This VuLcan was a God! a Mortal I, 


8 The SHOE-HEEL 


* 


By Birth--- But deathleſs, by the Muſs, confirm'd. 
As heal d, by Sinthians He, ſo was my Shoe, 
By K1iLLINGSWORTH, at _ much Renown'd : 
Cobler in Chief to the laborious Swains ! 

To him, Great Man! did foon a truſty Page, 
Eager t'oblige a Bard (for al Domeſticks 

Of Lord KIILMOREx, boaſt a Taſte refin'd) 
Convey my Calches. He, well-skill'd in Art, 
In Minutes few, in perfect Union join'd 

The ſever'd Parts. So whilom ANNA ſpoke 
Diſcordant Kingdoms into laſting Peace. 


A Rhapſody. 5 9 


O may kind Powr's his pious Pains reward, | 
And ſoon diſtorted Muſcles of his * Wife, 


(Of which my broken Calches was a Type 

| Prophetick,) be replac'd ! prodigious Chaſin 

In Female Mould ! So yawn'd Rome's Forum wide, 
Till CuxT1vs, noble Youth | jump'd in, undaunted. 
But Kit LinGsWwoRrTH, heroick Youngſter, forth : 


From Orifice wide, diſcontinuous, broke ; 


Promiſe of future Uſefulneſs to Men ! / 


* 
2 i 


nnn 
— 


_* Mrs. Killing fworth was deliver'd of a young Cobler, the very 
Night after her Husband had mended the Poet's Shoe, Such was 
the Will of Fate! 
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10 The Shok-HxRRL.: 


Offspring immortal, of a deathleſs Sire, 
80 


O'er rev'rend * Cr1521n's ſelf Superior fam' d 


Or A him, who, whiſtling, happy in his Stall, 
Eighth HARRY, Royal Rambler, erſt obſervd, 0 


Envious, aſtoniſh'd ; aid ambitious, won, A 
By means of Shoe, by regal Force unheel'd, V 
U 


To Friendſhip high. Such ſhou'd the Friendſhip be 
Of Kings and Coblers. So great HA RRV judg'd, 


And to a Cellar call'd his lov'd Compeer ; 


. 


— 


* The tutelar Saint and Patron of Coblers in Popiſb Coun- 
tries. No doubt, the Man had been extremely devout in his 
Stall, and wrought Miracles with his Awl and Hempen Threads. 

+ Pity his Name is not recorded in our Chronicles. The Cu- 
rious may {ce the Hiſtory at large in a little Treatiſe, entitled, The 
Hiſtory of the King and the Cobler, adorn'd with Cuts. 


For 


A Rhapſody. | 11 


For Wine reveals and joins the Hearts of Men. 
Social they drank, and laugh d, and talk'd and ſung | 
Nor parted, till, in homely Hall, a Pot 

Of nappy Ale, twice ten Tears barrell'd up, 
And Anno Domini with Rev'rence nam d, 
Was quaff' d. But Joan, of Fellowſhip the Bane, 
Waking from Sleep, and nn e the Prince 
To Court, reluctant: Yet not ere-join'd Hands 
anction'd the mutual Promiſe of true Love 

And Friendſhip laſting. Soon ta Court the San 
Of CRxiseiN hied, a City Beau! to find 

His HARRY Tupon; not without Conſent, 


C2 Who 


12 The Sgos-Hee; + 


(Who wou'd haye thought it ?) of imperious Joxx! 
But Wives ſometimes, are chriſtianly diſpogd ! 
Can Language tell the Cobler's vaſt Surprize , 
Terrors, DiſtraQion, when in Royal Robes 

He found his Fellow ? but diveſted ſoon 

of Majeſty and State, to Cellar rich, 

Th" indulgent Prince the welcom Fav'rite led, 
And drank him up to Sov'reignty of Soul! 

Fit Partner and Companion then confeſt ! 

Mirth was renew'd, and Friendſhip faſter bound. 
Nor ſtop'd Great HARRV, till fair forty Marks, 
Huge Penſion then | were ſettled on the Man 


Of Gentle Craft, Example take, ye Kings; 4 
oe, And 


Ol 


Ka | 


And wiſely chuſe the Fay'rites of your Grace. 
Merit, like Ait, is unconfin'd and free, 
But moſt in Stalls and humble Huts abounds. 


This weighing well, I, more than mortal Bard, 
Havemadea Friend of KING SWO T, reno nd: 
Ne'er may the Union of our Hearts be broke. 

Vain Fear! while Iver nappy Ale affords; 

Or various Wines Eittmo kty's Cellar ſtores. 


. f 


Hadft thou, O PHILIbs, Bard prodigious! found 


A Taylor, dextrous as my CobBer, ne er 
Had Verſe of thine the horrid Chaſm canfeſs d 


Of Galligarkins ; at which Winds alternate 


With 


14 The Stoe-HEEBL : 


With chilling Blaſts, tumultuous, enter d in. | 
Oft, as I read thy live Deſcription, Tears 

My Checks bedew); and, oft, I curſe the Times, 
And Taſte of Men, who ſuffer'd Thee to ſing 
Thy Woes ſo rueful ! Had I flpuriſh'd then, 
My Coat, my Shirt, had freely gone to Pawn, 
To purchaſe Galligaskins ſound for Thee. 
Long, very long, may I th'Afflict ion ſcape ! 

And Caſh or Credit find FREE Abroad, 
Decent in Dreſs! ne er may my leathern Bag, 
Or filken Purſe, a ſplendid Shilling want. 


+ Twice ten fair Pieces, Reſidue of Caſh 


A Rhapſody. I 


By generous STAIR, on Favrite Bard beſtow'd; | 
Enrich'd my Fob, and cheer'd the grateful Mule, 
When whilom Krt.t1yG6sworTH; with Art ingenious, 
DoRor'd my Shoe Houkx, had ne'er ſo much! 
A Sterling Pound, how rare the Poets Boaſt, £ 
In Iron Age, when Patrons riſe as rare, - 

As Peaches, in rough Hyperborean Climes, | 

And ope their Coffers bounteous to the Muſe, 

As Prieſts to Pariſh Poor diſtribute Alms; 

Or Presbytry fair * Teſtimonials ia : 


, FE — —— Ee een a 


— —— 


The Presbytery of Edinburgh, where the Author ſometime ſtu- 
died to be a Parſon, refus'd him their Teſtimony and Licence 
becauſe he had read and recommended Dramatick P and 
wou'd not believe and pronounce the Stage to be in it 75 alſo- 
lutely unlawful, and an Abomination in the Eyes of the Lord, 


To 


Mi 


4: 


| | 16 The Snor-Hepr. ; 5 
| To free-born Genius, and Wit unſlav d. 

| Tremendous Zeal of Airk-men, blindly urg d N 
| Againft Heav'ns Gift, and Providence Supreme! B 
Such I experienc'd, in my youthful Days, . Jo 
Where Love of Poeſy was deem'd a Crime, A 
By blind Profaick Leaders of the Blind; M 
Source of the Sorrows I have felt, or feel, 0 


In Life! Thee BALLANDINE, how ſhall I thank | 


For Caſh, or Credit, Liberty, or Breath? 


In future Ages thou ſhalt live in Song, 8 
Taxrur the Second: ---- This thy Merits claim, T 
Al 


And I th'Arrears to Merit due will pay. 


But 


| WE. | Rhapſody: 17 


But ftop, my Muſe; thy Courſe digreſſiue here, 


Nor KILLINGSWORTH with BALLANDINE profane, 


By Epiſode, unwary, hurried far: 

| Joyous, I turn to hail the Cobler*s Art, 

And, in my Verſe, emblaze his proper Ads, 

Momentuous! May I ne er debaſe the Theme! 

O cou'd my Muſe purſue th' Example bright! 

As well. beat Leather, ſtrong ſhou'd be my Senſe, 

And ſharp, as Awls, my Wit. His hempen Threads 

No ſurer ſtitch the Chaſis of broken Soles, 

Than my Connexion, nervous, firm my Strains; 

And fit my Labours for eternal Uſe: 
D 


i 8 The Sn08-Huer, : 


But I, alas! at Diſtance far, unskill'd, 
Copy the Pattern of great KiLLINGswORTH, 
Uarivall'd Chr! what Phyſician fam'd, 
ARrBUTHNOT, ME ap, or SLOAN, with like Succels, 
Can cure the human Body, ſpent with Toil, 
Or worn with Age? Well were it for the Town, 
Could'ſt thou, St. Anvxs, of upſtarted Fame! 
Or Thou, O DoveLas! diſlocated 0 
Rejoin, ſecure ; or broken Limbs reſtore 
To priſtine Soundneſs, as ingenious He, 
Sudden and cheap, renews decrepit * 
Or ſtops an Orifice 10 leathern Boots 

Thou 


Wel 


Cou' 


And 
Bur, 


Did 


"A Rhapſody. ' 19 


4 
/ 


Thou N. -u, vers'd in Raptures by Receipt, 


And deem'd a DoQtor for thy want of Skill, 

Why rid' thou in gilt Chariot, while a-Foot 

Great K1LLINGSWORTH, in Art and Virtue grey, 

Is doom'd, alas! to trudge it all in Rags? 

Well for the Church, that Waxz and Hoapry, 
fam ' d, 

By his Example, and unerring Method, 

| Cou'd cure the wounded Conſciences of Men, 

And heal the Souls of Sinners ; direful Caſe! 

But, O how bleſs'd, how happy were the Realm, 

Did State ſinen learn of Kt TUE SWORTH to act, 


D 2 Preſerve 


— 
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Preſerve the Peace, and hoard no ill-got Wealth! 


Thee, KrIIIxoswoxrn, no Subtlety perverts, » | 


—_ 


No Vanity, no Pride inflames. Thy Stall; 


Sweet Seat ! is void of Envy, Cares, and Strife. 

There ſitt'ſt Thou, arm'd with Hammer, Lench, 
and Aw], 

Within paciſick Walls enthron'd, nd pleas d: 

So, in his Tub, Dios EN ES was wont 

To. corn the World, and feaſt on calm Content. 


0 


— — 


But GeoRGE's Reign, like old Saturnian Times, 


Screens no malignant Mind, no Practice vile. 


Ber 
Uni 


0 how unlike was he, of LuDGATE-HILL ! 
Whoſe Pride, elate, by * Bickerflaff expos d, 
Is Satyr pointed at all Ranks of of Men, 
Fantaiſtok, and high-fum'd. This 4rtift, vain, 


Great Lover of Reſpect, (aloof from him, 

Fateful, alas! with-held,) the Figure of a Bean 

In Window plac'd ; vile Sycophant of Wood, 7 
Bending profound to pay unmeant ReſpeRt. 
| Under left Arm a Hattz and, in right Hand 
Of Arm extended, was ſome Wax, or Thread, 


m— 


* See the Tattler, Nub. 127. 
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Or Candle held, as moſt the Maſter's Uſe 
Avail'd. O ſtrange 1dolatry inverted ! 
In which the Image to the Man did Homage ! 


But Earth abounds with his upheav'd Compeers. 


All meditate Dominion, and wou'd rule 


O'er Birds, or Beaſts, or their own Kind, tyrannick. 


Each Mortal from Inferiors looks for Praiſe, 
Obſervance, or Submiſſion, to Deſert 

Imagin'd due ; for none in Queſtion calls 

His proper Merit, and ſuperior Right 

To Rev'rence ; nor but ſcantling, ceaſe Emprize 
Enormous, proud Ambition's End to reach. 


. Curs'd 


FF 


— 
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Curs'd Affectation of deſpotick Sway ! 

Of human Nature, Reaſon, Senſe, the Bane, 

Reproach, Diſgrace ! on Folly founded fill ! 

By Puffs of Flatt'ry oft to Madneſs blown 

But moſt abſurd in Minds of low Degree, 

Heav'n-doom'd to Darkneſs, and Oblivion dire. 

Such this Invention, upon LooGars-Hina, 

Of Cobler, erſt anonymous. In Cits 

Of humbleſt Rank, and weakeſt Brain, Conceit 

Reigns lawleſs, inſolent; and through all Steps 

Of Greatneſs, may be trac'd, infuriate. But 

Exempt from this Diſeaſe, wide ſpreading, ſtands 
— 


f 
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Wiſe Kit LiNesworTH : Nor human Nature he 


Nor Gentle Craft disfigures : Ever Calm, 


Modeſt and Meck, his peerleſs Mind controlls 
Secret Relamtiniade, Seeds of Self-Efteem, 

And Paſſions that make Havock of the Brain: 
Let Young and Old, the Rich and Poor obſerve 


The Pattern rare; ſo ſhall they ſcape Contempt 


Or BxDLAU, natural Conſequence of Pride, 
Dire Prologue to a World of Woes, Hell-bred.. 


Why, O my Stars, was I not made a Cobler? 
A Trade unſordid ! Tricking Mortals, learn 
To 
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To coble Shoes, and let the World grow good. 
Ye Jobbers, Jews, and Brokers, O be taught 
To deal upright, as Kit..mGsworrtH directs 
By Pattord honeſt. Let Attorneys quit 
Their Pettifogging Arts, and leave Mankind 
To follow Nature, Equity's great Friend. 


Juſtice, and Law, and Peace, are beſt maintai n'd 
By Reaſon plain and pure. Theſe, ever ſound, 
No Cobling need ; or but few Sages wiſe 


In good Repair to keep the Commonweal. 


O when will Men improve the Trade of Truth, 
B Know 


, 
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| Know their own Strength, and uſe their Talents 
* ight 1 0 


Diſcern, ye Scriblers, O diſcern your Skill, 


Your proper Genius, and betimes apply 


Your Talents, ſtudious, to Creation's End. 80 

For 1 I'd rather ſerve a Swain for Hire, He 

| And purchaſe Bread according to the Curſe W. 
| Of Apa, fall'n from Grace, than plague Mankind In 
With ſenſeleſs Metre ; or ev'n ſhine coi "= 

In noble Verſe, for all Things elſe unht ; A 

In all Things elſe unskill'd. Condition dire! Ye 

Al 


So great ACHILLES, in th' Ely/zan Scenes, 


Preferr'd 
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Preferr'd a Life of Abſtinence and Toil, x 


Before Dominion o'er unbody'd:Shades. 


O Happineſs of humble State and Rank! 
Sweet Induſtry, the Child of ſacred Virtue ! 
How blefs'd is Life, ſequeſter d from tile Town, 
Where one eternal Round of Hurry reigns. 
In humble Greatneſs KiLLiNG sWorTH grows old, 
Happy, and uſeful to his Neighb'ring Swains, 
A Loyal Subject, and a Churchman . a 
Yet both by Chance - - for he's above Deſign 1 
Aſſurd that bold Enquiry might diſturb 

E 2 His 


= The SHOE-HEEL : 


His Halcyon Eaſe, and Primitive Repoſe. | N. 
Whatever Miſchief happens on the Barth, A 
In his Aſylum, midlt his Tools invelopt, Su 
Safe, he remains, and, unconcern d, is bleſt: Re 


So while rough Thunder rends the dark ning Clouds, I Of 


And dreadful Bolts their furious Forces waſte W 
On tow'ring Hills, the humble Plain, ſecure, H: 
Mocks the loud Roar, and Heav'n's Artillery En 
ſcapes. | | f Id 

Pr 

Were I to have my Choice (but ah ! my Stars At 
Look with ill Aſpect, and deny my Wiſh,) M 


Near 


A Rhapſody. R 29 


Near Tver's Stream of Waters moſt Supreme! 
A Reſidence I'd chuſe, beſt Boon of Heav'n! 
Such Cobler*s-Hall delectable appears, 


Rare Product of ingenious Skill and Toil 


Of KittnGsworTH, Sire to the boaſted Man, 
Whom fain * Muſe wou d imitate and praiſe. 
Happy KILLMOIE Y, who, in Cobler's- Hall, 
Enjoy'ſt Ely/iumr. But that Thou dwelleſt there, 
Id covet that Abode, of rural Seats | 


Pre-eminent. Yet Me, an humble Bard, 


An humbler Houſe may pleaſe. A narrow Room 


May ſerve my Rank: But let me have it neat, 


/ 


1 And 
— 


| iq And clean, ye Gods, tho but one Chair, or Stool, 
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Wi 
Stand by the Table - and let Sheets be ſavoury, I f 
And Landlady not Quetiſh, nor ſevere, "a 
As whilom G- x, Parſon's Relict prov'd 

To R- -r and B- -x, who fair {ver choſe 
For Reſidence. Good Taſte! to fix on Toer : of 
But too hard Fate! to meet ill Uſage there. Of 
Yet, cheer, fair Ladies, and recal to Mind, N. 
= How, ev'n in Seats celeſtial, Diſcord roſe | 7 
Thro' Pride of Luc tr ER, of Rebels Chief, | M 


| Whom Pow'r Almighty, (fo great MiLToN ſings) | M 


Hurl'd headlong, flaming, from th' Ethereal Sky 8 0 


With 
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With hideous Ruin and Combuſtion, down 
To bottomleſs Perdition, there to dwell 


In adamantine Chains, and penal Fire. 


Save us, good Heav'n, from ſuch a dire Extreme 
Of Crime and Vengeance Fate of Souls abandon'd 
Of Grace! But, ſhun, my Muſe, the diſmal Thought, 
Nor wid horrifick Images confound 
Tver, the Scene of Pleaſure and of Lobe, | 
My Reſidence defi- d. There lodg'd, I'd paſs. 

My flying Years, from Noiſe and Hurry free, 


O'er all my Paſſions watchful, and ſupreme! 


As 


7 2 
+ 4 
* = 
: 1 - 


4 | | 98 1 
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BY: | 
TH 
= 


'. As from the ſnowy Tops of Aldine Hills, 


A F 
= 


I'd view the ſpacious Sea of human Woes, 


Pitying and pleas'd. Oh ſacred heav'nly Life, 


VUndaſh'd with Cares, or Spleen; and wrapt ſecure 


In ornamental Virtues, Garment rare! 

Thus ſhou'd my Years, in grateful Circle, rowl, 
And fair ſhou'd be my Character and Fame, 
Fair as the new-fall'a Snow, or whiter Skin 

Of Curate's Daughter, Jane, an Fa Toaſt! 


Tho, to adora my Head, no Bays ariſe, 


The peaceful Olive ſhou'd content my Mind. 


Inſtead of marble Pillars, I'd ſurvey 


Tall 


An 
As 


Sho 


Tal Pyramids of Cypreſs Ever- green; 

And in the Place of arch'd and gilded Roofs, | 
Contemplate Heaven's great Canopy of State. 
Forgetful, THozxNH1LL, of thy Light and Shade, 
Thy blended Colours, artfully diſpos, 

My Eyes wou d feaſt on variegated Scenes, 

And Proſpects, form d by Nature for Delight; 


Palmes, Myrtle-Groves, green Valleys, Mountains, 


Hills, | 
And bubbling Streams, as Cryſtal clear, and cold 
As Thracian Ice, through flow'ry Meads, diſpers'd, 


Should more than make amends for want of Art, 


— 


F | Oa 


= Rhapſody. 185 33 


= 
— ä——ʒꝓä̃— — — — — —— — : ·ꝛLUÄw7˖* — _ 


34 | The Snor-Hazt.: 


On Canvas drawa by thy ingenious. Hand. | 


Content with Little, and retir'd from Crowds, 


My Stock of Wit I would not miſapply, 


To flatter Fools, or wicked Men in Pow'r. 


Domeſtick Troubles too I'd wiſely ſhun, 
And rather fly, like JX, Bard of Beef! 
To an atrial Citadel, well-pleas'd, 
Than in firſt Floor of ſumptuous Shew reſide 
With Dame contentious: So, in holy Writ, 
Avers the Wiſdom of the wiſeſt Man, 

High SOLOMON, of {/7aet erſt the king: 


His Song of Songs I'd oft repeat, enraptur'd: 


T'd 
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And oft, O C---Lt, thy Circaſſian read, 
Of Verſe politeſt It, of Prieſte thy ſelf 1 
Oft wou'd 1 drown dull Thought in homely Ale 
Of Country Vicar. Oft with honeſt Swains, 
On quaint Expreſſions and Conundrums keen, 
I'd whiff Tobacco, grateful Herb! yet ne er 
Wou'd I loſe Time with Mafter, whom Eſtate' 
And want of Wit, makes Coxcomb, Booby bred" 
He with ſtrong Beer and Ale the Country rules, 
By long hereditary Right of Folly. 
I love the Simple, Jovial Swains, - - but tremble 
At Sight of Fools. 80, with her Hairs erect, 

F 2 And 
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And chilly Sweat, OeHeL1A, harmleſs Soul! / 
Beholds a Rat, or Mouſe, a-croſs the Floor 1 
Scud fleet, or ſculk in Cloſet dark perdue. | / 


Me no deep Veneration does inſpire | / 


For eldeſt Sons of Squires, with Coats broad-lac'd, I 


That ſmell like Civet Cats. Come not, my Soul, Z 


Into their Habitation ; nor again 3 3 / 
Ride out by Five, and paſs half Days fatigu'd, / 
With T---, like Nimrod, mighty Huntſman, there. \ 
Why ſhould my Pleaſure iſſue in Fatigue? ] 
Such prov'd the Sport, when whilom with thy 

Hounds 


And 
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And Tag 1 bent the neichboveing Tic 
Fair Tver many a Mile, prodigious Tak - 
And all ja vain, - but that I found a Crab, 
Apple delicious to a thirſty Palate! -/ _ + 

In Fields of Lady MoxTacu x yclip'd. 
So, to a Traveller o'er Numidian Waſtes, © 


A Stream proves Luxury! exhauſted quite, 
And tir'd, he takes the Fortune of the Chaſe, 
Whether in queſt of Prey, the Deſart wide, 
He traverſes, or ſeeks ſome diſtant Land. 


| 
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| Me long and tedious Courſes never pleaſe: * 
Rather, for Recreation, let me walk _ T 
And exerciſe my Limbs! and oft, O ſweet f Fi 
Angle the River! oft, o'er Birds nnweete,n L 
1 


Spread the deluſive Net. Yet ſave me, Heaven, a 


1 


From each Deſire voluptuous and cruel ; 


h E 
By Maſſacre of thy defenceleſs Creatures, 
To feed my Maw, and make my ſelf the Grave 
Of Beaſts, and Birds, and Fiſh, Creation's Pride. 
1 . ( | 


For Sport, Pd catch em - but to let em Tape 
Unhurt ! the ſhort-liv'd Sorrow wou*d enhance 


The joyous Boon of Liberty aerial. 


Wiſe 
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Wiſe Men have idle Hours t unbend their Minds, 
Turmoil'd with Cares and Studies, Fleſh · corroding. 
From Books and Men, St. EvxEMONT and STEEL, 
Lov'd Names and a ! oft repair d 
To fam'd Ducx-IsLanp, * Government deſir d, 
And with the featlory Habicance convers d, 
Hens, Ducks, and Geeſe, by crumbled Bread made 
ſocial, 


And fatned for the Royal Board; as erſt 


! 


(So Romiſh Legends tell, and Dupes believe) 


— — — 


* See the Sine-Care : A Poetical Petition to the Right Honou- 
rable RoBERT WALPOLE Eſq, for the Government of Ducx- 
ISLAND in St. James's Park. By Mr. MirckEL L. | We 
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With Goſpel Food the * Jeſuit fed the Fb 
Eſurient, and confirm'd them 1n the Faith 2 

Fit Diſhes then for Table of the Saints ! — "OY 
If Saints, Heav*n-ſhrin'd, in Delicates delight, 
Sav'ry ro Prieſts, and Cardinals, and Popes, 

All Maw-devoted, tho ua pars? 

Heroes and Kings, Philoſophers and Bards, © 
Great Souls! ſometimes regale themſelves, unbent, 


With low Diverſions, vulgarly yclip'd | 


** _ — — +4 i 4h 


Lt 
* 


* It is ſtoried by Pop;ſh Writers, that when Men refuſed to 
hear and believe his Doctrine, the great St. AxrHON of PADUA 
preach'd to a Congregation of Fiſhes, who greedily devour'd the 
Goſpel, and were miraculouſly converted to the Faith. See 
Appisox's Travels. | 


Diſhes 
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Diſhes of Romps. Aczsrt.avs, erſt 

On Hobby-Hor ſe aftride with Children 48 — 
Was by th Ambadſadors of Sparta found, Ls 
Surpriz d; but ſoon his Dignity reſumdG. 
Tranſition ſtrange, but nat' ral to the Great! 
Scirio and LxIIUs, Noble, Brave, Polite, 0 
Sought Moments vacant; and, with low Diſport, 
Varied Retirement, and their Friendſhip croxn'd: 
Oft on the Sea-ſhors would they gather Shells, 4 
Amuſive; and their Shape and Colour view ; 
As WoopwWARD, de Modern or Sir Haxs, | 
The unregarded Works of Nature eyes, 


G Enamour'd, 
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Enamour'd; and by Trifling grous a Sage! R 


Trifling agreeable, by Tul Lx prais'd !- 2» 
Stern CaTo's ſelf deſcended-oft to Gee, [ +7 
Soul-cheering ; and, incellar d with a Knot 2 


Of honeſt Friends, wou'd put the Bottle round E 
| Frank and facetious. Rome's imperial Lord 
AvcvusTvus high, with Mooriſh Boys vouchſaf d 
To play at Marbles, Rivgl Game of Tary, - 4 H 


By Moderns us'd ! ſweet Relaxation, That $9 Fr 

From Government of all the World below). ; Ol 

4 But not among Ame of the Great ? O. 

| 1 Be nam'd DomiTiAaN's Excerciſe with Flies,, | 80 
| 4 
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Ridiculous, horrifick. Far from Praiſe 

Of hallow'd Muſe be Princes and their Crimes, 

To Virtue, Innocence, and Truth eſtrang d, 
Howeer by Paraſites deceitful, haild. -- © * 
Ev'n in their Gambols, graceful are the Wile ; 
Their Condeſcentions elegant and lovely! 

How amiable WATL OTE with his Friends, 

His old, well- try d, and honeſt Friends, retir'd 
From publick State and Care whether a Pot 

Of ſober Porter healthful Engliſh Drink, 


Or Punch more potent, he vouchſafe to taſte, 


Social, good-humour'd ; or a-Hunting rides, 


6 2 Eaſ7 
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Eaſy and free, as rural Sqwire unvers'd 

In Policy and Government Sublime. 

Twou'd do one Good to ſee how I, ev'n 1, 

Bred on Parnaſſus Summit, condeſcend, 

In Stall of KiL.tnGsworTH, to low Chit-chat, 
And, greatly humble, finger Threads and Wax, 
And Awl, like one in Arts of cobbling kill'd! 
We God-like Minds diſdain not abject State, 


By Virtue bleſs'd; and are the more rever d, | 


The leſs tremendous we appear to Mortals. 


Serv'd with clean Linnen, and with ſimple Fare, 
I'd riſe from Table, or from verdant Turf, 
With Appetite to Study, or for Sport. 
Variety, and new-found Diſhes, I - 
Not covet: They bring on a noxious Train 
Of foul Diſeaſes on the human Frame 
And Bodies, ſo affected, clog the Mind. 3 
Dire Influeate! and urge untimely Death. ' y 
Rather I'd glut my Soul with Heav'aly Truths, 
And Nature's-Store, than — mortal Fleſh. 
But moſt in Converſation wou'd I jo) 
With STuUarT, of Companions moſt refin'd! 


. 
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Or thou, O WIH, an honeſt Lawyer, vers d 


In Reaſon's School, ſhould'ſt entertain my Ear 
With Sentimeats of Freedom, Britiſb Boaſt; 


And greedily thy Not ions of the Prieſts, 


In Craft acecompliſhd, wou'd my Soul receive. 


is * 


And, Oh! how charmful there, with antient Times, 


Oft to converſe! Thy Trumpet, Homes, now, 


Now, Ovid's Lute ſhou'd vary my Delight. 
Thy Judgment Max, and the Sterling Wit 


Of Horacs, favourite Bard! ſhou'd raiſe my Mind 


To Rapture. And, when modern Names invite, 


Bo chANAN, deathleſs Bard! ſhou'd firſt engage 


My 
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My Reverence: SHAK&S?E AR, SPENCER; MILTON,, 
= z ben io it 
Nor. Thee, harmonious Cow Ex, wou'd.I light, 
Nor DxvDex, thee : No better Strains Pd court, 
Nor better cou'd I find. Sometimes, my ſelf, F 
By theſe inſpir d, wou'd ſtring the gentle Lyre, - - 
Perhaps awake the Trumpet, and ſublime... - -- - 
My dnia to Heav'n and to my Country due 
E 
But, when Civility or juſt Reſpecrt — 4 
Obliges me to viſit honeſt Friends, 
Or neighbouring Dwellers, on a pacing Nag, 


Sober, Pd make a Tour to Wixrsor now, : 
i | An 


Fan — 


- 
—— — — —— —Y———Bv — 


* 

» _ n 

—— IT * — - L 7 
— — 


—— td. 


40 


, - : , 
- 2 — — RR en OO IBGRE a 
N 4 . 6 
. ST 1 1 1 ao 
27 —> PO — 
9 "RAG * 
* 


>. - - — — 2 — CLIO — 2. oat _ wer ITT Ion. e : — 2 f 
2 FILA e — 2 ... 2. 
ow — 


-- oo — — — — — 


T he 8 Hok-HERL: 


And now to UX BRIDGE. Thy calm Scat, O Boon, 


Pride of the Britiſh Stage, I'd not paſs by; 


Tho' Dzxxis ſelf, indignant, warn'd me thence. * 
Oft on the verdant Margin of the Stream, 
That, circling flows, as Chryſtal clear, along 

The exterior Bounds of thy Incloſures fair, 


I'd walk tranſported ! while thy Silver Tongue 


More tuneful than the gently glidiog Rills, 
Thro' liſt'ning Ears, ſhou'd ſtrike my raviſh'd Soul, 


And charm it into Extaſie! Nor wou'd 


DD , 1 
9 * 


— * — 4 as, 


* Mr. Booth had a Country Seat at Cowley, which he has ſold 
to Mr. Rich fincc this Poem was writ, 


I paſs 
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I paſs thy Dwelling, Or + „ but that Rage 
And Jealouſy might ſeize thy manly Friend. 
Me no baſe Thoughts poſſeſs : To ſhew Reſpect 
Is all my Meaning. Shall a Bard not praiſe 


The Beauty, Wit and Taſte, he muſt admire! 
Excellent Acłre ſc, follow Nature till, 
Heedleſs of what the Cynick World can fay. 

So when foft V envs conquer'd warlike Maus, 
And, curling in his Arms, by /«lcan's Net, 
Lay in dear Thraldoin, every — God, 


Who call'd it Shame, his happy Station wiſh'd, 
And, in his Heart, pronounc'd it ſweet Diſgrace. | 


H Thus 
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Thus wou'd I live, prepar'd for all Events 
Of Fortune, and for Change or Loſs of Friends; 
For all below is vain, as Shadows fleet. . 
And, when my merry Years and Days are gone, 
(For Piety it ſelf cannot withſtand 
Th' approach of wrinkled Age, and certain Death,) 
I'd keep at Home, ſollicitous to drop 
Like Autumn Fruit, well-mellow'd, to the Earth, 


My kindred and maternal Clay ! at Peace 


With Heav'n, my Conſcience, and Mankind, at once. 


Yet wou'd I die before my Senſes fail, L 


E're I grew irkſom to my ſelf and Friends, 


Without 


Don 


It 
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Without the Ceremony of a Prieſt, 


Or Form of a Phyſician. Rather may 


My Relatives invite to my Bed-Side 


on 


Sage KiLLINGSWORTH, to witneſs how I leave 
The World, by him deſpis'd : Or let a Choir 
Of skill'd * Mu ſicians, both for Voices fam'd, 


And 


6 


* See Mr. MirchEr's Ode on Muſick, (firſt publiſhed Ane 
Dom. 1710.) In which are theſe Lines ; 
—.— And when I die, 

For Love I bore to Harmony, 

May round my Bed a Sacred Choir 

Of skilPd Muſicians ſweep the Lyre ; 

T hat, dying with the gentle Sounds, 

My Soul, well-tun'd, may riſe, | 
And break ver all the common Bounds 4 * 


Of Minds, that grovel here below the Skies. 


2 Fd 
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And Inſtruments ſelect. O! how wel- tun d 
The Soul wou'd wing its Tranſports tothe Skies! 
How fitted join © Jciety of Saints, 

Like Mos Es, David, CAsIMIR, CARSTAIRS, 
Muſicians, Poets, Prieſts, and Kings, commix'd, 
Hymning, extatic, to the Eternal's Praife | 

And, if the Pow'r Almighty and All-wiſe 
Approve my Wiſh, I ſhall not wail the Loſs 

Of viſual Orbs ; tho?, by thick Films ſuffus'd, 


And painful Weakneſs, much I dread the Fate 


Of MiLrox, who with darken'd Eyes, but Mind 


Illumin'd bright, in Verſe unchim'd, the Dictates 


of 


Of Heav'n proclaim'd to Men, prodigious Barde? 
When under Turf 1 Stone my Corps is laid, 
(Both equal to me then!) I ſhall not care, 
Nor know, what Men ſay of my Works and Me. 
Words are but Wind, in Latin or in Greet. 
Yet for the Satisfaction of the Few, 
Who wiſh my Memory well, may what is faid | . | 
Be good, tho! litt le: I'd have honeſt Fame, 
However ſmall! and let my noble STars, 
ARGYLE, or WALPOLE, HAMILTON, BALFOUR, | 
Or LAWDERDALE, KILMOREY, or the King, | 
(For Poets are the great Concern of all! | 
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And all to Mitchell Patrons are confeſs'd!) 


My ſacred Bones depoſite in the Iſle, 


To Bards devoted; and a decent Tomb, 


Near PHUIrs, raiſe, with Epitaph deſerv'd: 
Or, if in Caledonian Climes I drop, 
(For I not yet forſee my Place of Death.) 


At + Ratho, mix'd with kindred Clay, I'd reſt 


Beneath a Marble Stone, -inſcrib'd J. M. 


\ 


: *The Monument of Mr. Jonn Prirties in WESTMINSTER 
ye. - 


+ The Name of the Pariſb and Village where the Author was 
born iu North- Britain, 


A' Rhapſody. : 
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To tell Poſterity-whoſe Duſt lies there. 


No richer A I court what Profit 3, * £ | 
Cou'd ſtudied Phraſes bring my mouldring Fart! 2 3 
And, for my Soul, it then wou d have no Leiſure, \ 
Howe er dilpos-d in Realms of Bliſs or Woe, | 


To mind what's written, or what Men might ſay. 


Thus, in continu'd Rhapſoay, I've ſung 
Philipian Verſe, unknowing ev ry Line 
What newt: ſhou'd follow f Inſpiration ſtrange 
Thus holy Men, in early Chriſtian Times, 
| Careleſs . 
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Careleſs of a To-morrow 
What then ſhou'd happen, 
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